THE          DUMP          AT          B   E   T   II   IT   N   E

He swung round and peered down the road leading
to the canal. As he did so red flashes of rifle fire
stabbed the darkness about four hundred yards away,
and bullets sang in the air. One grazed the side of
his tin hat and the impact caused him to stagger.

" Blast it! ... We're going to be pipped after all,"
he thought as he recovered his balance'.

He yelled to the lorries to drive on at top speed.
Never mind the noise now. . . . The seventh came
round the corner, lurching and swaying, and hurled
itself down the road after the others. The eighth,
according to the pre-arranged plan, swung across and
blocked the road. Sergeant Lambert and the ten men
leaped out and crouched behind it, firing back at the
red flashes in the direction of the canal. The Bren
gun continued its short bursts of fire, five or six shots
at a time, Paterson, having seen the vehicles dis-
appear, darted into the estaminet.

" Hold 'em up, bombardier," he shouted. " What-
ever happens, we must give the lorries time to get
dear/'

The bombardier nodded and despatched another
spatter of bullets. For a minute or two the exchange
of fire proceeded vigorously. Then, surprisingly
enough, almost as suddenly as they had appeared,
the red flashes down the road ceased. The Bren gun
continued to spray the spot, but there was no reply.
In another minute dead silence had descended on the
street again. For half a minute they waited breath-
lessly for a further attack. But it never came.

" Must have been a patrol. They've withdrawn,"
said the R.A.S.C. officer. " We'll make it yet Quick!
Into the lorry, everybody."

He ran out, shouting to Sergeant Lambert to back
the lorry straight on the road again. While the driver
did so the men pitched themselves into it. In a short
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